Is!': 





27i 


Tfe* Tragedi? of Hamlet. 


Or padling in your neckc with his damn d Fingers, 
Make you to raucll all this matter our, 
That I eflentially am not in madneffe, 
But made in craft. Twere good you let him know, 
For who that's but a Q^ccne, fairc, fober, wife, 
Would from a Paddocke, from a Bat, a Gibbe, 
Such df err concernings hide, W ho would do fo, 
No in defpight of Senic and Secrecie, 
Vnpegoe the Basket on the houies top : 
Let the Birds flyc, and like the famous Ape 
To trv Conclcfion* in rhc Basket, crecpe 
And breake your owne r.ecke downc. 

J2u. Be thou aflur'd, if words be made of breath, 
A f id b: eath of life ; 1 haue no life co breath 
What thou haft faide ;o we. 

Ham. I muff to England yon know that ? 

Qh. Alacke I hod forgot : Tis fo concluded 00. 

Ham This man (hall let me packing ; 
He lugge the Guts into the Neighbor roomc, 
Mother goodnight. Indeede this Counfcllor 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft grauc, 
Who was in life, a fooliflh prating Knaue. 
Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 
Good night Mother. 

Exit Hamlet tugging in Polling. 
Enter King. 

King. There's matters in thefc fighes. 
Theie profound heaues 

You mult tranflatc ; Tis fit we vnderftand them. 
Wheie is y out Sonne ? 

Ah my good Lord, whst haue I feeneto night? 

Ki»g . What Gertrude: Howdo's Hamlet ? 

Qu. Mad as the Seas,atid winde,when both contend 
Which is the Mightier, in hislawlcflefit 
Behinde the Arras,hearing fomething fhrre, 
He whips his Rapier out, and cries a Rat, a Rat ? 
And in hisbrainifliapprehenfion kilics 
The vnfeene good old man. 

King. Onheauydeed; 
It had bin fo with had we becne there ; 
His Liberty is full of threats, to all, 
To you your felfe, to vs, to cuery one. 
Alas,how ftiali thisbloody deede bcanfwered? 
It willbelaidetovs, whofe prouidence - 
Should haue kept fhort, reftrain'd,and out of haunt, 
This mad yong man. But fo much was our loue, 
W c /would not vnderftand what was moft fit, • 
But like the Owner of a foule difeafc, 
To kecpe it from divulging, let's it feedc 
Euen on the pith oflife. . Where \s he gone ? 

Qu. To dra w apart the body he hath kild f 
O re whom his very rmdneiT: like fome Oare 
Among a Mineral! of Mettelsbafe 
Shewes it feife pure. He weepes for what is done. 

King. Oh Gertrude , come^away ; 
The Sun no fooncr fliall 'the Mountaines touch, 
But we will (hip him hence, and this vilde cced, 
W c rauft with all our Maiefty and Skill 
Both cr>untenance,and cxcuie. Enter Rofcjr Guild. 
Ho Gut! den fi em : 

Friends both go ioync you with fome further ayde : 
Hamlet in madneffe hath Polonim flame, 
And from his Mother Cloflets hath he drag'd bim. 
Go leekehico out, fpeake fiure,and bring the body 
Into the Chappell. I pray you haft in this. Exit <jent. 
Come Gertmde^fttz'l call vp our wifeft friends* 


Zxtttnt 


To let them know both what we meane to d 
And what's vntimeJy done. Ohcomcawav°' 
My foulc is full of difcord and difmay. 

Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Safely flowed. 
Gentlemen withm, Hamlet ,Lord Hamlet 
Ham. What ttoife? Who cals on Hamlet* 
Oh hcere they come. Enter Rof and Guilds 


And beareit to theChappcll. 
Ham. Do not beleeue it. 
Re- fin. Beleeue what? 

Bam. That lean kcepe your counfell, and n i 
owne. Behdes,tobedemandedofaSpundpe 
plication fliould be made by the Sonne of a King 

Rofm. Takcyou me for a Spundge, my Lord ? 

Ham. 1 fir.that fokes vp the Kings Countenan V 
Rewards, his Authorities (but fuch Officers do th 
beftlermceinthcend. Hekeepes them like an A - 8 
the corner of bis-ia w, firft mour h'd to be laft f wa ii ^ jf 
when he needes what you haue glean d}, itisbuuw!' 
zing you.and Spundge you fhall be dry againc. 

R'fw. I vndctftandyounotmyLord. 

Ham. Iamgladofit: a knauilhfpecchflcepesin 
foolifheare. a 

Rofi*. My Lord, you muft tell vs where the Udy is 
and 00 with vs to the King. * i 

Ham. The body h with the Kin g> but the Kins is not 
withthebody. TheKing,is a thing 

Cjmld. A thing my Lord ? 

Ham. Of nothing : bring me to him, hide Fox,andall 

afccr - Emnt 
Enter Kmg, 

King I haue fent to feeke hiro, and to find thebodie: 
How dangerous is it chat rhis man goes locfe: 
Yet muft not we put the ftrong Law on him ; 
Hee'» loued of che diftradted multitude, 
Who like not in the;r iudgemeot, but their eyes : 
And where 5 ti< fo. ttf Offenders fcourgeis wcigh'd 
B t nearer the offence : to bc.areall fmoorh,and euen, 
This ionair.e fending him away, muft fecme 
Deliberate patife, difeafes dciperarc growne, 
Bv defper^re appliance are relceued, 
Or not at 11. En'erP K ofitjcr*ne. 
How nowr What hath befalne ? 

Rofm. Where the dead body is beftow'd my Lord, 
We cannor gee from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Rofm. Without my Lord,guarded to know your 
pleafme. 

King. Bring him before vs. 

Rofm. Hot y Guildenft erne? Bring in my Lord. . 

Enter Hzmlet and Guildenfierne. 

King, Now Hamlet jwherc' > pohnim'i 

Ham. At Supper. 

Kivg. At Supper? Where? 

Ham.Not where he eats.but where he \i eaten, a cer- 
taine con vocation of wormes are e*ne at him.Your worm 
is your onely Emperor for diet. We fat all creatures die 
to fat vs .and we fit our felfe for Magors. Your fat King, 
and youv leane Begger is but variable fcruice to difhcs, 
but to one Table that's the end. 

King. What doft thou meane by this ? 
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flm* Nothing but to (hew you how a King may go 
jprogreffe through the guts of a Ikggcr, 
grig. Where is Polonim. 

Ham. In heaucn, fend thither to fee. If your Meflen- 

.findehimnot thcre v fcekc him i th other placeyour 
|lfe : but indeed, if you finde him not this moneth, you 
(hall note him as you go vp the ftaires into the Lobby, 

fcivg. Go feeke him there. 

U^m. He will ftay till ye come. 

K. H*ml ct ,this deed of thine/or thine efpecial fafcty 
^bich wc do tender, as we deerely grecue 
for that which thou haft done, muft (end thee hence 
y^ith £f rie Qujckneffe* Therefore prepare thy fdfe, 
•j-fic Barke is rcadic, and the winde at helpe 3 
jiv Affociates tend, and cuery thing at ben; 
p or England. 

Ham. For England? 

King. I Hamlet. 

}Iam % Good. 

King. So is it, ifthouknew^ourpurpofes. 

Ham. IfecaCherubethatfce's him: but comz, for 
England, Farewell deere Mother. 

King. Thy louing Father Hamlet. 

Hamlet. My Mother : Father and Mother is man and 
wife : man & wife is one ficfh, and fo my mothcr.Come, 
lor England. Exit 

King- Follow him at fcote, 
Tempt him with fpeed aboord : 
Delay it not, He haue him hence to night* 
Away,for euery thing is Seal'd and done 
That clfe leanes on th 5 Affaire^pray you make haft. 
And England s if my loue thou holdft at ought, 
As my great power thereof may giue thee fenfe, 
Since yet thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Danifih Sword, and thy free awe 
Payes homage to vs ; thou maift not coldly fet 
Our Soucraigne Proccfle, which imports at full 
By Letters coniuringtothateffed 
The prefent death of Hamlci. Do it England, 
For like the He&ickc in my blood he rages, 
And thou muft cure me : Till I know 'tis done, 
How ere my happes, my ioyes were ne're begun. Sxit 

Enter Fcrtinhrat with an Armie. 
Tor. Go Captaine,fromme greet the Daniffr King, 
Tell him that by his licenfe, Fortinbras 
Claimes the conueyancc of a promis'd March 
Oucr his Kingdome. You know the Rendcuous : 
Ifthat hisMaicfty would ought with vs, 
W e (hall expreffe our dutic in his eye, 
And let him know fo. 
Cap. I will doo'^my Lord. 
Ter. Gofafelyon. Exit. 

Snter Qteeene and Horatio, 
gts. I will not fpeake with her. 
Her. She is importunate, indeed diftraft^ her raoodc 
will needs be pittied. 
SI*. What would fhc haue? 

Hor. She fpeake* much of her Father; faics (be hcares 
There's trickes i'th'worldjand hems^nd beats her heart, 
Spumes emuoufiy at Strawcs, fpeakes things in doubt, 
That carry but halfe fenfe : Her fpeech is nothing,; 
Yet the vnfhapcd vfe of it doth moue 
The hearers to Colleftion ; they aymc at ic, 
And botch the words vp fit to their owne thoughts,! 
Which as her winke^and nods,and gefturesyceld them, 


Indeed would make one thinke there Would be thought, 
Though nothing furc, yet much vnhappily. 

'Twere good fhe were fpoken with, 
For (he may ftrcw dangerous conie&ures 
In ill breeding minds. Let her come in; 
To my fickc foule(as finncs true Nature is) 
Each toy fecmes Prologue, to fome great amifle^ 
So full of ArtlefTe iealoufie is guilt, 
It fpill's it felfe, in fearing to be fpiit. 

Enter Ophelia difiracled* 

Ophe, Whe^e is the beauteous Maicfty of Denmark. 

£>u. How now Ophelia? 

Opbe. How fbonld I your true loUe hnovtfrom another one} 
Bj his Cockle hat and ftaffe y and his Sandal fboone. 

gh*. Alas fwcet Lady: w'bat imports this Song ? 

Ophe. Say you? Nay pray you marke. 
He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone, 
At his had agrajfe-greene Turfe > at his hzeles a ft one* 
Enter King. 

Qu^ N ay but Ophelta. 

Ophe. Pray you marke. 

white his Shrow'd as the t^tountaine Snow* 

Qu. Alas,lookeheeremy lord. 

Ophe. Larded mthjbeet flowers : 

Which bewept to the graue did not go , 
With true-lone fljowres. 

King. How do yepretty Lady ? 

Ophe. WelLGod diPd you. They fay the Ow!e was 
* Bakers daughter. Lord, wee know what v;e are, but 
know not what wc may be. God be at your Table. 

Kmg. Conceit vpon her Father. 

Ophe. Pray you let's haue no words of (his: but >n 
they aske you what it mcanes,fay you this : 
To morrow is S.P dentines day, all in the morning betime\ 
And I a UWaidat jonr Window , to he your Valentine. 
Then vp herofe,& dmdhis clothes, & dupt the chamber d$re b 
Let in the Ma$d, that out a UWaidjtwer departed more. 

Kmg. VrcztyOphelta. 

Ophe.lndccd la ? without an oath He make an end ont. 

'Bygis.andby S. Charity, 

Alacke^andfiefor frame : 

Tong men wil doottfthey ceme toot s 

By Cocke they are too blame. 

£lmthjhe before joh tumbled me s 

Ton promis l d me to Wed : 

So would I ha done by yonder Stinne % 

And thou hadjt not come to my bed. 
King. How long hath fhe bin this? 
Ophe. I hope all will be well # We muft bee paticnt 3 
but .1 cannot choofc 'but weepe, to thinke they fhould 
lay him i'th'cold ground : My brother fhall knowe of it, 
and fo I thanke you for your good counfell. Come, my 
Coach : Goodnight Ladies; Goodnight fwcet Ladies s 
Goodnight»goodr.ight. £xiti 

King. Follow her clofe, 
Giue her good watch I pray you : 
Oh this is the poyfon ot deepe greefe, it fprings 
All from her Fathers death. Oh gertrttdi i CertrHd^ t 
When forrowes comes, they come not fingle fpie$, 
But in Battaliaes. Firft,her Father fiairie, 
Next your Sonne gone, and he moft tioleftt Author 
Ofhis owne iuft remoue : the people muddied, 
Thicke and vnwholfome in their thoughts,and whifpers 
For good Polonitts death ; and We haue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger to intcrre him. Poore Ophelia) 
Diuided from her felfe, and herfairc Iudgemcnt, 
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